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THE . 


A new Song. 


1 


Oni in a moo fair and gay, 
Plucking a roſe the other — 2 


1 little 


| Where love's Janted Ae it grow, oy 
It buds and bloſſoms like a roſe, © _ 
Ard has ſo ſweet and pleaſant ſmell, 


Neo flower « on earth can it excell. 


* * Muſt I be bound that can go fre, 
Muſt I love one that loves not me? 
Why ſhould-I a& ſuch a childiſh part, 


ought what Love could do. 


To love a girl that will break my heartd 


II there's a thouſand in the room, 
dy true love has the higheſt bloom 


5 © Sure ſhe is ſome choſen one, 
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, I will have her, or P u have none. 


be ſpy'd a ſhip Giling.io the deep, 

She fail'd as deep as ſhe could forim 1 
But not deep as in love I am, 

1 care not Whether! ſink or or brim, 


I ſet m foot againit in oo, _ 
I thought it had been a tree; a 
But firſt it bent and then it broke, 

* And ſo did my true love to m.. 
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4 put my hand into a buſh, 


- > Thinking the ſweeteſt roſe to find; 


I prick'd my finger to the bone, 
And left the ſweeteſt roſs behind, 


I roſes are fuch prickly flowers, 


© They ſhould be esd while. they ? 


green, 


„ ee Legs an bie maid; 
Do x am. ſure he ſtrives againſt the ſtream. 


When my love is dead and at her reſt 
El thiok of her whom Ilove beſt; 
To wrap her up in linnen ſtrong, 
"BE think of her when dead and gona, 


Unfortunate Swain. 


Flachen 5 aroſe both red and blue, 
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